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Another attack like that last one will finish me.
But I want you to know, Judith, that you have
given me the happiest days of my life. I did not
know I could be so happy. . . .'

' Yes, is not this chicken excellent? It would
be nice to have Francis here, and Maria------'

' Ah, now you want others-------'

4 No. It is beautiful as it is. But I want
everyone to be happy to-night. Imagine! All
the Kings eating chicken only a yard away!
And I spoke to Mr. Scott, and I heard the Duke
say " Damnation/' Would it not be funny,
Warren, if I suddenly had my baby here on the
grass, in a corner under the tree? And then we
would ask Mr. Scott to be its godfather. I do
hope that it is a boy. What shall we name him?
Some new name. Not a Herries name, like
Francis or Pomfret.'

She sucked a chicken-bone, holding it in her
fingers.

There was a * grimacier ' entertaining a crowd
on the lawn away from the tables. At his side
were the long windows flooded with light, phan-
tasmal figures moving within, beyond him; be-
hind him shadows pooled with dancing candle-
shine, and into the pools figures moved with
white, excited, laughing faces. The King of
Prussia's two boys were there, laughing at his
antics. He was a long cadaverous man and
wore a sheepskin cap. He made the most
extraordinary faces, pulling his chin down,
wrinkling his forehead, closing his eyes. He
imitated the English, did a Highlander making